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of the Templeton's bungalow with inward trepidation,
and pulled the handle of the bell as respectfully as he
would have that of Government House itself.
It was three o'clock, and the tropical sun had driven
most living things under shelter. The heat was
stifling. A dirty Malay stable boy in a red cotton
sarong answered the bell, and directed him to a small
bungalow bright with bougainvillea, that lay some
distance down the road, where the ex-jockey, he said,
would be found drinking tea.
There was no bell here, merely a polished .knocker.
Reverent applications of this failed to bring an answer.
There was evidently no one within. Archibald began
to feel bolder. By standing on tip-toe and craning
the neck he could see round the side of the bungalow.
He saw part of a veranda. In the fence at his left was
a high gate leading into what, judging from the row
of billowing lingerie, was a place for drying clothes.
And, as he looked, a slender brown hand at the end
of a bare^plump arm appeared above the top of the
fence, holding a wooden clothes-peg. Deeply inter-
ested, he watigraLthe hand disappear. A moment
later, owing to decisive action on the part of a clothes-
prop, the line of garments rose at least two feet.
No further proof that somebody was on the other
side of the fence was needed by the budding detective.
With a preliminary pull at his jacket back, and a shake
of each carefully trousered leg, Archibald emitted a
loud, sustained cough, and waited on the doorstep,
smiling tremulously, yet confidently.
Another line of flapping clothes was elevated. He
coughed again, clearing his throat in true Malay